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The fresh green smell of inland groves,
The pureness of the upper air,

Are poorer than his pungent coves
That hold strange spices everywhere.

Strong is the salt of open sea;

Far out, the virgin brine is keen:
No home is there for such as he,

Out of the beach he is not seen.

By shallows and capricious foams
Are the queer corners he frequents,

And in an idle humour roams
The borderland of elements.

THE DROMEDARY
IN dreams I see the Dromedary still,
As once in a gay park I saw him stand :
A thousand eyes in vulgar wonder scanned
His humps and hairy neck, and gazed their fill
At his lank shanks and mocked with laughter
shrill.
He never moved: and if his Eastern land
Flashed on his eye with stretches of hot sand,
It wrung no mute appeal from his proud will.
He blinked upon the rabble lazily;
And still some trace of majesty forlorn
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